CHAPTER XXVII
THE   TALKING   PARROT
or anger had ceased to have dominion over me. I was
In the full possession of my reason, and bent on suicide. I
went into a shop and bought as many leaden bullets as my
pockets would hold, to weigh me down in the water. I
walked along slowly, because of the enormous weight, pon-
dering my project as I went. The more I thought of it, the
more Inevitable did it seem to me. I could not live and
be tortured every day by the reproachful Image of Miss
Charpillon; and I felt a secret pride in thinking that I was
courageous enough to punish myself for my crime.
Half way across Westminster Bridge, I met an English-
man named Edgar, a rich, handsome, and amiable young
fellow, who enjoyed life to the utmost, I tried to avoid
him, but he came up to me, and took me by the arm.
* Where are you going? Come along with me, you will
see some fun.5
'I can't, my dear fellow; let me go.'
'What is the matter? Why do you look so solemn?'
'Nothing is the matter.3
'Nothing! You ought to see yourself in the glass; you
are on the way, I am sure, to do something foolish.'
'You are mistaken; good-bye. Ill go with you some other
day,3
'My dear Seingalt, you've got the blue devils, and they
don't suit you at all. If you don't come with me, I shall
go with you. I won't leave you the whole of this blessed
afternoon.*
At this moment his eye fell on my breeches pocket; he
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